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Three Landscapes
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I

All day we drove across the gaunted land,
tasting the dirt, watching the hungry wind
grind the earth, the stones to powdered sand,
wbjp the backs.ofhills as though they sinned,
as though,like Penitentes,.they must £all
and bleed,and get upon their knees, and rise,
and staggerundemeath a cross, with all
their blood upon their backs and in their eyes.
This is earth's death, the endless ~oan
of wind that lashed the planetlong be£qre
the world was born, when living eartfi/was stone
that had been fire, and stone was time's poor whore.
Seeingfrom whence we came, you turned away.
and shook. And held my hand. And would not stay.
. 2

We have come down the road to early sleep
beneath the long-leafed pines in blackening storm
thatmists the dripping ghosts of trees, when deep
within the dark a panther cries alarm,
shrieks as woman shrieks, weeping lone
and lost upon the summit of the world
where earth is strippeq to barest flesh and bone
and death and birth and clouds ~re pennants furled.
Aboutthe straining spars oftrees, bent
and dwarfed, all the wind and falling dark
arefunneled to the earth below and rent
withspurts ofstars, s~k by lonely spark.
So reach we now for love beneath the pines,
shutting
. the panther out with clearest wines.
/'
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Where runs the str,;am? I tell you upward, straight
into the sun. You laugh and say I jest,
while all the light upon the world, the great
and gleaming light, streams golden on your br~
and through the trees the squirrels are dropping mast
upon the andered buck, leadinghis does
to teed, and velvet fawns are bounding past:
why ask mrr where the silverwater flows?
This is the morning, endless morning time,
when streams flow up and out into the sky,
and gold is stone, and stones are gold-a dime .
'- a dozen, you repeat, and want to die,
but turn and press your lips against my brow,
forgetting death, and when, and why, and. how.

\

-Gene Shuford

Aphrodite
What will it matter in the winter snow
What wind d~ed its perfume to a stranger,
What autumnleaf, beyond the threat of danger
Trembled and tossed, but never left its bough?
Who will remember when the buds are gone
What rose withheld its honey from a bee,
What summer day, beside a churlish sea
-Went down to dusk with all.its warmth withdrawn?
'-

Oh, even though the world retreat and shun
My doorway,. all unwilling to allow
That here is ~ 'woman loving as the sun,
Still I must share my nurture here and:now
For in tomorrow's mists that shroud my plot,
Who I was will he carted, but what, forgot.

--E.thel Barnett De'Vito
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